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CHAPTER 11

The oventful Friday at lemgth ar-
rived, and with It the unwelcome
Younges. They came by the late traln,
which enabled them to reach King's
Abbott just one hour before the dinner
ball rang, and so gave them sufficient
time to dress. Sir George met them
warmly, feeling some old, half-forgot-
ten sensations cropphmg up withio his
lisart as he grasped between his own
hands the hard, brown one of his cl-
devant school friend. The old man
he now met, however, was widely dif-
ferent from (he fair-haired boy and
light active youth he could just barely
remember both at Eton and Oxford.
Indeed. Mr. Younge, oddly enough, did |
strangely resemble the fanciful pieture
drawn of him by Miss Trevanion, be- |
fog fat, “pursy,” jolly, and altogethor
devidedly after the style of the farm- |
ing gentry.

But, howaver right abont him, Miss
Trevanion's prognostications with re-
gard to the others were entirely wrong,
Mrs, Younge, far from belng fat, red
and cookish, was remarkably slight,
fragile, and very lady-like In appear-
ance. Her daughter, Miss Rachel, re-
gembled her mother strongly, though
lacking her gentle expression aud the
quiet alr of self-possession that sat so
pleasantly on her,

But in her description of Denzil Miss
Trevanion had been very much at
fault indecd. Any one more unlike &
“hoor” could not be well imagined.
Denzil Younge was a very handsome |
young man. Tall, falr and  distin-
guighed looking, with just the faintest |
resemblance to his mother, he might
have taken his place with honor in
any soclety in Christendom. He wore
neither beard nor whiskers, simply a
heavy, golden mustache, which cov- |
ered, but scarcely concenled, the almost
feminine sweetness of his mouth

Misa Trevanion, having made up her
mind that there woild be plenty of
time just before dinner to gel through |
the introductions, stayed In her own !
room until exactly five minutes 1o
seven o'clock, the usual hour for din-
ing at King's Abbott, when ghe awept
downstairs and into the drawing room
in her beautiful, graceful fashion, clad |
in pure white from head to foot, with
the exception of a single scarlet rose,
fresh from the conservatory, in the
middle of her golden halr. And cer- |
tainly Mildred looked as exquisite a
creature that evening, as she walked |
up the long drawing room to where |
ber father was standing, as any one
could wish Lo sce,

“This is my eldest daughter—unmar-
rled.” sald Sir George, evidently with f
great pride. taking the girl's hand and |
presenting her to his guest, who had
boen gazing at ber with open, honest
admiration ever since her entrance. l

“Is it Indeed?’ the old man an-
swored: aud then he met her with both |
hands extended, and, looKing klntliy‘i
at her, declared out lond, for the bene-
fit of the assembled compuny, “She is |
the bonniest lass 1 have seen for many
a day.”

At this Mabel laughed out loud, mer-
rily, without even an attempt at the
concealment of her amuscment, to
Lady Caroline's intense horror and old 1
Younge's intense delight. He turned
to Mabel instantly.

“You lke to hear your sister ad-
mirad?” he said, ‘

And Mabel answered:

“yes, always, when the admiration
is sincere—as in your case-—hecause |
too. think she is the bonnlest lass in l
all the world."”

“Right, rlght!" eried old Younge,
approvingly: and these two became |
friends on the spot, the girl chatter- |
ing to him pleasantly the greater part |
of the evening afterward, although the |

|
|

old man's eves followed Mildred's rath-
er haughty movements with more
earnest attention than he bhastowed
upon those of her more light-hearted
glater, \

Miss Trevanlon, when Mr., Younge |
had ealled her a “bonny lass.” merely |
flushed o lttle and flashed a quick |
glance toward her mother which sald |
plainly, “There, did I not tell you so
—VYorkshire farmer, pure and simple, |
and all that?' and moved on to Lie
introduced to the other members of
the unwelcome famlly., Bhe could not |
forget, even for a moment, how in- |
trusgive thelr visit was, and how un- |
pleasant in every sense of the word. |
She was only three or four years Ma-
bel's senior, but in mind and feeling
ghe might, 8o to speak, have heen her
mother, When she remembered how
Bddie always required money, and
how difficult they found it to send
Charles regnlarly his allowance and
still to keep up the old respectable ap- |
pearance in the county, she almost |
hated the newtomers for tne expenses
their coming would entall,

Miss Trevanion raised her head half |
an inch higher, and went through her |
inclinations to the others with a mix- |
ture of grace and extreme hauteur that |
made her appear even more than com- |
monly lovely, and caused Denzil |
Younge to lose his place In the lan-
guid conversation he had been hnmluz!
with Eddie Trevanlon. She had not |
g0 much as deigned to ralse her eyes
when bowing to him, so he had heen |
fully at liberty to make tree use of his |
own, and he decided, without hesita-
tion, that nothing in the wide earth
could be more exquisite than this girl
who he eould nat fall to see treat |
them a1l with open c00INess

He took her In to dinnet
put not untl! zoup had been remoy -rtl

predent!y,

Isn-ralhul

did Miss Trevanlon think it worth her
while to look up and discover what
style of man sat beside her. Glancing
then suddenly and supercillonsly at
him, she found that he wns the very
handsomest fellow she had ever seem
—well-bred looking, too, and, In ap-
pearance at least, Just such a one as
she had been accustomed to go down to
dinner with even In the very best
houses.

He was staring across the table now
to whera Mabel sat, laughing and con-
versing merrily with old Younge, and
seomed slightly amused with the girl's
gayvety, Was he going to fall in love
with Mab? Very likely. ghe thought,
It would be just the very thing for an
aspiring cotton man to do--to go and
lose his heart ambitiongly to  thelr
beautiful “queen.”

Then Denzil turned to her and said:

“You were not In town this season,
Miss Trevanion?"

“No; mammu did not care to go.”
she answerad, reddening a little at the
pious fib,

“1 do not think you missed much,”
Denzll went on, pleasantly; “it was the
slowest thing Imaginable; and the op-
“rus were very poor. You are fond of
mugle, of course? 1 need hanldly ask
you that"

“I ke good mu=ic, when 1 hear 1t.”
Miss Trevanion sald; “but 1 would
rither be deaf to all sweet sonnds than
to have to lsten to the usual run of
singers—private singers, |
mean,'”

“One does now and then hear o good
private singer, though.,” Denzil re-
turned, There were several in town
last year.™

Ly Constance Dingwall wnas
greatly spoken of," Mildrod sald; “1
have heard her sing several times,”

“®o have 1. and admire her volce im-
mensely; her pet song this season waa
Sullivan's ‘Looking Back,' and it suited
her  wonderfully. Lots  of fellows
raved about her, and old Douglas of
the Hlues was sald to have proposed
tno her on the strength of it. She re-
fused him, however. Odd man, Doug-
Ing; you know him, of course—every
body does, He s slightly crazy,
fancy., By the bhyve, you have not told
me what you think of Lady Constance’s
singing."”

1 would quite as soon listen to a
barrel-organ, I think,” Miss Trevan-
jon answered, ungraciously; “there is
just ng much expression in one as in
the other. She has good notes, 1 grant
vou, but she does not know in the
very least how to use them.”

“Poor Lady Constance he said;
“well, 1 am not a judge of music, |
confess, but for my part 1 would go
any distance to hear her sing.  Her
brother has managed sbont that ap-
pointment—1 suppose you know?"

“Has he? 1 am glad of that. No,
I have net heard. But what a disa-
greeable man he is! What a comfort
it must be to his friends—or relatives,
rather—to get him out of the coun-
try!"

“Is not that a little severe?” asked
Denzil. “Poor James has an unfortu-
nate way of not getting on with peo-
ple. but I put that down more to the
wretchedneas of his early training than
ty his natural disposition, which 1 be-
lieve to be good, though warped and
injured by his peculiar position when a
boy., It was lucky for Lady Constance
that the countess adopted her, May I

[ give you some of these?"”

“No, thank you,” Mildred anaswerel,
and then fell to wondering by what
right this cotton merchant’s son ealled
Lord James Dingwall by his Christian
name—"James.”” She again recollect-
ed that “this sort of person” generally
boasted outrageously abont any Intim-
acy with the aristocracy. Miss Tre-
vanlon's "hearings” upon this subject
had been numearous and profound,

“I think Lord James a very unpleas-
ant man,” she sald, feeling curious to
learn how much more Denzil Younge
had to say about him,

“Most ladles do,” her companion an-
swered, caolly: “bnt then | do not con-
sider ladies always the best judges.
They form their deas from the out-
ward man generally, which in many
cases prevents falrmess.  Unless the
person on trinl be a lover or a relative,
they seldom do him the Justice to look
within.

|

| his look must have conveyad, and col-

}

|

]

|

i
!
1'1

You think Dingwall very oh- |

|
noxtous because he has red halr and |

rough manners, and vet | have known
him to do acts of kindness which moat
men would have shrunk from perform-
ing. In the same way you would con-
slder a fellow down near us the great-
¢st boor vou ever met in your life, |
dare say, because he has nothing to
vecommend him but his Innate good-
ness of heart.”

“1 dare say.” responded Miss Tre-
vanion,

“Hut would yvou not be c¢ivil to a
man whom you knew to be beyond
expression estimable, if only for the
sike of his goodness, no matter how
rough a diamond he might be?" asked

Denzi! Younge, feeling somewhat eager |

in his argument, and turning slightly,
s0 a8 more to face his adversary,
“Surely vou would; any woman—most
women would, I faney. One could not
fall to appreciate the man | speak of."

“I might appreciate him- at a dis-
tance,” Miss Trevanion returned, ob-
stinately, “but 1 wotld not be clvil to
him: and I ghould think kim a boor
et the same, whether he were a
biaek sheep or a white."

SO exclalmed Denzil,
evirionsly at her beautiful
bored face,

and starad 4 rate
naw rathor | Yeurs

| lacted himgelf then, and the admiration

Was she really as worthless ns sghe
declared herself to be? Could those
handsome, cold blus eyes and faultiess
featiures never soften (nto tenderness
and womanly feeling?

He quite forgot how earnestly lie was
eaging unttl Misa Trovanion raised her
eves, and meoting his steady stare,
blushed warmly  angrily. He recol-

ored almost as deeply as she had,

“I beg your pardon,” he ssid, quiet-
ly; “do not think me rude, but [ am
strangely forgetful at times, and was
just then wondering whether you real-
ly meant all you sald.” *

“Do not wonder any longer then,™
she retorted, still resenting the expres-
slon of his eyes, “as 1 did perfectly
mean what 1 said. 1 detest with all
my heart boors and ill-bred people,
and parvenus, and want of hirth gen-
erally.”

And then Lady Caroline made the
wsual mysterious sign, and they all
rose to leave the room, and Miss Tre-
vanlon became consclous’ that she had
made a cruelly rude speech,

She felt rather guilty and disinclined
for conversation when she had reached
the drawing room: #o0 she sat down
and tried to find excuses for her con-
duct in the remembrance of that last
unwarrantable glance he had be-
stowed upon her., A man should ba
tanght manners If he dld not possess |

them: and the idea of his turning de- | 7

Hberately to stare at  her—Mildred
Trevanion—publicly, waz more than |
any woman could endure. So she ar-
gued, endeavoring to persnade her con- l
selence—but  unsuceessfully—that her
uncourteous remark had been Justly
provoked, and then Mabel came uwri
and sat down beslde her, |

“1 Hked your man at dinner very |
much,” she said; “at least what I
could ste of him.”

“He seemed 1o like yon very much,
at all event=,” Mildred returned; “he |
watched your retreating flgure  just
now ## though he had never before
seen a prelty girl or a white-worked |
grenadine.” |

“He is awfully handsome.” went on |
Mabel, who always induiged in  the
strongest terms of spieech,

“He s good-looking."™

“More than that; he Ils as rich as |
Croesus, 1 am told."”

“What a good thing for the ymmg!
woman who gets him, " Misas Trevanion |
remarked, and smiled down a yawn
vary happlly indewod

“"Look here, Mildred: yon may just |
as well begin by being civil to him,*
coungeled Mabel, wisely, “because, as
he |5 going to inhabit the same houas
as yourself for the next six weeks or
50, It will be botter for you to put
up with him quietly. You were look-

wera bored to death-—and,

what good can that do?"” |
“1 rather think you will have the
doing of the civillty,” observed Miss

Trevanlon, “as he Is evidently greatly
struck by your numerous charms.'"

“1 shouldn't mind it in the least, if
he can talk plenty of nonsense, and
look as he lpoked at dinner.,” Mabel
returned, “There is always something
80 Interesting about a superlatively
rich man, don't you think?"

“Not when the rich man owns to
cotton.”

“Why not? Cotton s a nice clean
thing, I should fancy; and money I8
money, however procurad, 1 am a thor-

| oughly unblased person. thank heaven,

and a warm sdmirer of honest indus-
try.”

“You had better marry Mr. Younge,
then, and you will be uble to admire

the fruits of It from this day wuntil
your death,” Mildred sald,
“Not at all a bad idea,” returned

“the queen;” “thanks for the sugges-
tion, [ shall certainly think about It
If T like him suMelently well on a
nearer acquaintance, and if he is good
enough to ask me, 1 will positively go
and help him to squander that cotton
money."
(To be continued.)

Pletureaqua Old Castle.

Tourists who wish to see the castle
which Vietor Cherbuliez, the famous
French academiclan, has pletured in
one of the most popular novels, “Paule
Mere,” ought to vislt Fossard, An elec-
tric traln runs from Geneva to Chene.
Thenee it is only a few minutes’ walk
through a shady lane to the Chateaun

thelittle river which separates Switzer-
Innd from France. The old bullding i
highly pleturesque, Nothing has been
changed slnee  the celebrated author
wrote the deseription. At sunset the
mountain is a mass of changing color,
und visgitors are subject to a  spell
which will prevent them from ever for-
getting the Httle hamilet of Fossard and
its castle.—Philip Jumin in Chicago
Record.,

Kastor Iln the New Qentury,

In the century just begun there will
be 5,217 Sundays, In that which we
have hardly yet learned to speak of
as last Easter Sunday has occurred
once on s earllest possible date—
March 22, 1818—Dbut this will not re-
cur till the twenty-third century. The
oarliest Easter in the new century will
be March 23, 1913, Easter Sunday will
fall once on Its latest day—April 25,
in 1943, This also oceurred once in
May, but on three vecasions In the past
century It occurred In June, and in
the new century this will happen four
times,

How Ningara Is Heceding.

The falla of Niagara eat back the
cliff at the rote of bout one foot a
year. In this way a deep cleft has
been cut right baek from Queenstown
for a distance of seven miles to the
place where the falls now nre. At this

| bidding an eternal farewell
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“Gee, Tom's In luek!” sadd Larey
Finn, as he watched two of the pret-
tiest girls in the ward safl by the en-
gine house and give Tom Hrennen, the
hundsomest fAreman of hook and lad-
fer company No, a perfeut fusiinde |
of eyve adoration,

“To the divil wid Tom." sald Dooley |
Bryan, shrugging his brawny shoulders
in downright disgust. “He don’'t be !
human, What alls him O dunno. All
the gurrils in the parish cragy over
his dommed black eyer, an’ he nol no-
ticin® thim.  Bedad, larry, O ond
knoek his head off for a sthupid, on-
feelin', graven image '

“Was he alwavs so”" Inguired Larry

“He was.”" retnrned Dooley,  “iver
since Maggie Havrigan tuk the vell’

“"Oho!" sald Larry

“They were engaged.” sald Dooley
saraptured with himself ay a gossip,
‘'whin Maggle got the voeation. It
was near killin' Tom.  Hut av course
1e couldn’t do nothin™*”

“"He couldn’t?" sald Larry
Han't he carry her off?”

“Murther! fot do ve be savin'?

“Why

Tin

“THE CHILD FIRST, TOM.™

It's
No,

the bride of heaven she s
ashamoed of you OF am, ve baste

| were done that

o g window of the dormitory

| Tneed sister, holding In her arms i

L attitnde of this holy
| O
| the mother superion

| window, Sister Mary Deatriee 1"“1-!".1
U ptendfastly at him with her old sweel

——

inbment of a s

the penitence and punishment of &

¢ U tuin knight of King Staphen of -
. . 1
I('g'- S? g‘ao‘:rc;:!s I{‘E i,  This knlght, 8ir Owaln (thel
® - 5 | name (8 spelled in many ways), seems!
-l_-:‘j-‘ Day $ | 1o have been one of the most appall-
1!* ? ingly wicked men that ever lived. Ac<
€ By Edith Sesstons Tuppsr & | giding to the story of Henry, he en-

tered & enve in the tiny lsland of
lLough, and there prased through the
experiences of purgatory. The critied
of folklore may deem the experiences
of 8ir Owaln as being only the work of,|
a vivid imagination or a vision uﬂ
fever, whivh wronght a deep Impres-
«lon upon his #oul, The cifcumatan-|
tis]l nature of the descriptions, how-
swer, Impressed the religlous world
arofoundly, and the narrative of the
Lnight's vislon of purgatory passed
into other lands. One hundred and
iwelve years after the appearance of
Henry's narrative Dunte was born. In,
‘s Inferno” hig descriptions of pur-
kalory are much the same as Henry's,,
In f&t, It I8 imposgible to belleve that|
the great Italinn poem was not in-
wpired Iargely by the sirange, unearth-
Iy mrrative of the monk of Saltrey,
L ]

. &

white-robed novices, e smelled the
Incense, he heard the roll of the organ
the solemn volce of the priest, He
shiverad and, turning, burled his face
In his pillow

Suddenly the alarm roused him. He
Hetened He sprang from hi= bunk
snd o moment later was down the pole
and o hig place on the truck.  His face
wins like the face of the dend, As In
A dream he heard the ory “Wher
& 1t and the answer from a dozen
jnsty throats:  “The convent!”

The convent and the Orphans’ Homs
adjoining were ablnze
ar A glanee that the bnlldings  were
toamed The main business was
snve the wisters and the children

The bravery of the nuns and thel
proteges was only second fto that of
the magnifeent fellows who foaght fin
the Hyeg of these helpless peopie, Ky
ervone recalls the amazing  forotad
and cournge displaved at this feightful
hour,  The childven had been drilled
for just such a moment of peril, and
nobly did they now their In
strovtors,  Such deeds of heroism o
bitter  orninge  Wre |
pever lost.  Thelr memory remuatns ne |
an elernal Insplration |

“Tom” Brennan theast o lndder |||-‘

just be

It was evident

The great work which made Loughy
Derg familiar to the lHterary waorld,
however, was not the poem of Dante,
bt the dramn of the Spanish
Calderon, entitled  Saint l’nlrlrl'l‘
Purgntory.” This was written in 1035,

i when the author was 34 years of ago.

nenth the hoge gilded thir s
monunted the root of the convent
In cilm, hes

Hpr moving in prover, stood o sweet

T

this window, serene

So svmbolle was the
worman that not
vast crowd  below

tiny erippled hoy,

henrt i the
fadledd to responsd
e is Sigter Mary Beatrlee! ™ moaned
She knelt upon
the bare ground aml erossed heirself
When Tom Brennan, hig face hlack
ped with smoke and his eyes blazing
with heroie excltement, veached  the |

“mile
He held ont his arms.
“Ihe child first, Tom,"
ghe Inld the little hoy

RUINS OF THE OLD MONASTERY.
Might yvears before A  book entitled

she sald, ns
on the hroan

pour Tom had 10 submit,  but We's | breast of the feeman, “Fhe Life and Purgatory of St. Pat-
nivver been the same, O suppose ! A mighty shout went up from thy rick” had been printed in Spain, and
now.” cencluded Mr. Brean, meditne | opeowd below, A had geen that snb- this is what gave the dramatist his

tively, "If one of thim mimbers
the Four Hunderred were to come by
and give Tom the glad eye he'd nivver
incourage her. ‘Tls sthrange thot the

nuts allug fall to the toothless divils.” |

With which sage observation
ing of a hose cart as a rellef to his
overcharged emotions,

All was true. Since the day “Tom”
Brennan tore his manly heart out in
to the
| beantiful girl who renounced him for
lhi‘.l‘ vocation the big fellow had never
' been the same,
| All women were like shadows to

Bim. He had loved one truly, devol-
edly, and he had been forced to give
her up to heaven. He could never
! love another. In valn were appealing
and languishing glances sent in the
direction of this superb voung speci-
"men of Irish-American manhood.

“Tom" never noticed women, He
simply went about his business of sav-
ing lives and property as If there were
| nothing else in the universe for a big,
handsome, athletle fellow,

Often, a8 he lay in his bunk at the
engine house, as he rode tempestuously
through the crowdel strects, as he
fought the flames, he repeated to him-
| gelf the last words he had saild to his
| peloved: 1 love vou, Maggie, darlin’.
| 1 would live for you or 1 wonld die for
| you, and since you bid me tear out my
.'wnrt. I must do "

L

. sl LSV g
[ 8t, Patrick's annlversary morping
awned-—the very one on which “Tom”
had hoped to lead his sweetheart Lo
the altar, He thought of her as he
rouséd from his dreams of her sweet
face, Life was aover for him, he sald,
He gaw again the crowded church, the

AV lime act

Mr. | the window,

e ) 1 wh-
ing all through dinner as though you '| Bryan betook Bimself to the burairh- |

after all, |

muterials.

In this day of Spanish study In Am=
erien there s the beginning of a re=
vival of Spanish literature and doubt-
less Calderon will become more famils
lar to American readers. No other
drama from his pen will prove so in-
teresting to American readers. The
anthor perpetrates an anachronism by
making Sir Owain (whom he calls
“#nlo”) a contemporary of the Irish
asint. Otherwise he adheres closely
to the aceepted accounts of the lives
of both. In the drama Patrick and
#nlo are both wrecked upon the Irish
const and brought bLefore the king-—
the former recelves only contempt,
while the latter |4 favored by the mon-
arch.  Enlo elopes with and murders
the king's daughter, while Patrick con-
vertg his hearers to the Christian faith.
The implous king demands an ocular
demonstration of heaven, hell and pur-

All realized what 1t meant.
A dozen hands pecelved the child and
Tom Brennan turned back up the lad-
dor,
He lifted Sister Mary Beatrice from

For one instant he held her on his
heart.

Then as the frenzied spectators
gronned and cursed and prayed the
| convent walls swaved in.
| And at the foot of the cross Tom
Brennan dled for his “Maggie darlin’”

] |o‘[.’;§;§l‘.’_1\5',@l§)"_o,(-l_&‘_fol'_i:uiu|m'oni-‘_ﬂ’_olil_.lpt't_;ifo‘
= ‘»
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‘& A Famous Irlsh Shrin

(isisielEiaraiaiain wis nialainiainiaisisrniainie;

Away up in the north of Ireland, in
| County Donegal, Is Lough erg whu-lll
containg by far the oldest and most
fumnous &hrine of all the land of Erin.

for centuries aptold it has been the | gatory, and enters the cave in the ialet
resort of pilgrims, and  every year, | of Loug Derg, from which he never
from June 1 to August 15, It I8 | emerges, dnlo, retarning to Ireland

thronged with penitents,

The lough, or lake, ls wix miles In
[ length and four in breadth. 1t contalns
gevernl small islands, two of which
are known respectively ns Saints' J=-

(ufter hig Might therefrom) to commit
n murder, {8 prevented and tormentod
pight after night by a mystrelous fig-
nre, heavily elonked and muffled, with
whom the wicked knight proposes, at
lund and Station Island, The Scenery | jast. to fght. The latter finds, how-~
for many miles around Is neither beau- | gyer, that his sword only cuts the air.
tiful nor is it forbldding. It is simply | e pursues the figure, and tears off its
lulronry—--1m-x|nrvallbly dreary.  There| clonk, only to find a skeleton, while
| Are no trees, no broken or graceful | 4 gpoctral volce exclaims: “I, Alas,
hille, but only slopes of desolate, un- | am Knio, How dost thou fail to recog¥
relleved moorland. 1 nize thine own self?” ]
% eR ikl After this the unique adventure, so

This unpromising spot attracted the | snggegidve of the later known Rubalyat
attentlon of the British world in the | of Khayyam, Enio is penitent, and
middle of the twelfth esntury, when | seeks (he saints in the cavern. On his
one Henry, a Benedictine monk of the | wuy he meets the king's daughter, re-
Abbey of Sultrey, In Huntingdonshire, | gigred to life. He enters the cavern,
wrote a marvelous book deserelbing | gpom which the impenitent never re-
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| turned. But to the joy of all he again
comes forth purified from all crime,
r?- | and relates the strange scenes through
| which he has pussed in the nether
world.
- ® @

The drama I8 one of great power and
of abrorbing Interest, It will repay &
perusal, even In the imperfeot transla-
tions now to be found in the market.

It is claimed that the original mon-
astery on Saints’ Island was erected
by St. Daveog, a disciple of St. Pat-
rlek.  This was destroyed by the
Dapes in the ninth century. In the
thirteenth century the island was al-
ready very famous, In 1497 the place
was devastated by order of Pope Alex-
ander V1., but it was restored by order
of Pope Pius 111, Twice has the sanc-
tuary been suppressed by law-—once In
1642 and again in 1704 However, no
law has been able to lessen the inter-
est In this singularly fascinating spot,
with Its strange Listory and assocla-
tlons, At the present time about 4,000
people visit Station Island annually, It
s but 130 yards long and sixty broad,
but it contains two chapels, a bell tow-
er, a preshytery, a hotel or “hosples*
of sixty bedrooms, and six lodging

After ages of neglect the traditional
vesting place of the remains of Ire
land's patron salnt In the cathedral
graveyard In Downpatrick has been
covered with a memorial stone, n
rough, weather beaten bowlder of
granite, welghing about seven tons,
from the mountain slde of Slieve-na-
Largle, where It rested ar a hoight of

it has taken more than
for the sevea-mile channel
e made.

to

35,000 [ thls bowlder I8

00 feet. Upon the upper surface of
cut an  Irish eross,
‘aithtully reproduced from ohe cut on

honses. Salnts’ Island, near by, con-

on “he island of Inisclothran, one of | talns the rulns of the old, old monas-

the Islands of Lough Ree, where St | tery, destroyed In lvsi. The cavern,
Deirmid founded his famous ecclesi- | Hkowise, was destroyed.

astical settlement about the middie of |
the sixth century. Under the cross the

Women Proponderate in Norway.
nome “Patrie” Is cut in Irlsh charaes |

In congequence of emigration there

torg copied from the earliest known | |y g greater preponderances of womem
Coltle manuseripts. This simple treat- | jgp Norway than in almost any other
ment is consldered o Lo the nearsst | country in Europe, The census of
approach to the form of mopument | 1841 showed that there wis an excess
wilch would have heen  constructed | of women over men of almost 70,000,
abiout the year 68, the supposed date

f

i equally rough, unbhewn stone found

while In 1876 this excess only amounts
St Patrvick's death, | ed L 43,000,
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